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DVALIN'SDOOM
by Douglas A. Rossman
Deep within the endless labyrinth of grottoes and tunnels that ran throughout the realm of Svartalfheim, an
ominous hush had fallen. The anvils where a legion of
dwarvish smiths hammered out the finest metalwork in the
Nine Worlds -be it rune sword or jewelled cloak-clasp- lay
silent for the first time in memory. An aura of dread -and
. expectation- permeated the cool underworld air, for Motsognir the Mighty, ruler of the dwarves since the Nine
Worlds began, lay dying ... and neither of his sub-chiefs,
Durin and Dvalin, bad yet been proclaimed his heir. The
dwarves had known no ruler save Motsognir, so most of
them were both saddened at the prospect of losing one who
had been like a father to his people and apprehensive about
a future without him. The uncertainty about his successor
only added to their concern, for neither Durin nor Dvalin
was loved by all.
In the sleeping chamber of Motsognir, it was a solemn
group that stood beside the dying leader's bed. His daughter, Runa, sat on the edge of the bed, holding his withered
hand, his wife having long since preceded him into Hel's
domain. Durio and Dvalin looked on in silence, shadows
cast by the flickering candlelight highlighting the lines of
concern and frustration etched in their faces. Only Motsognir's councillors disturbed the silence with their
guarded whispers.
"Surely he cannot last much longer. Why won't he
name his successor?"
"He must, he must. If he does not, Durin and Dvalin
will be at each other's throat before his body is cold."
"Hush, hush," an incredibly old voice wheezed. "I may
be dying, but there's nothing wrong with my hearing. And
I'm sure Durin and Dvalin can bear you too." Motsognir's
voice seemed to gain strength as he continued to speak. "I
have not waited so long to name my heir in order to cause
them -or you- anxiety. I would not be so cruel. No, I have
waited because the choice was not a clear one, and because
it was so terribly important. Remember our saying, 'Earth
ways are seldom hasty, but they are almost always certain."
•'Was important' your majesty said, not 'is imperrant," gulped Thekk, the chief councillor. "Does that mean
you have reached a decision?"
"Yes, I have, old friend." And everyone leaned forward
in anticipation. "But before I reveal it, there are some things
I want to say to all of you. Runa, my child, help me to sit
up so I can breathe more easily." And as Thekk gently
raised the old chieftain to a sitting position, Motsognir's
daughter propped up some pillows against which he leaned
back with a sigh.
"Thank you, my dear. And you, Thekk. Now, hear me
out and you will, I hope, come to understand why I have
chosen as I have. Indulge an old dwarf because of the love

you bear for him ... and because he is still your king!" Pride
and authority rang in his voice, and his previously pallid
features shone with the strength of yesteryear.
"You must remember that we dwarves are a mighty race
with a proud heritage. Men do not call us the Dark Elves
without reason, though they- -and many of you younger
dwarves-may have forgotten why. The story that the first
dwarves were formed from the maggots that crawled in the
giant Ymir's corpse was a wicked lie, fomented by those
who wish us ill...Loki's doing as like as not. No, we came
not from maggots, but from the same stock as the Light
Elves." He paused for effect. "We -and they- are what we
are by choice. Once there were just the elves -neither Dark
nor Light- and then Njuollo Arrow-swift saved Odin from
the clutches of a ravenous ice-bear. In gratitude, the Father
of the Gods offered the elves their choice of two worlds:
Alfheim, a wide, sunlit land, which lay hard by the gods'
own realm of Asgard and was subject to their rule; and a
much vaster underground kingdom he proposed to call
Svartalfheim because its inhabitants would be privileged to
dwell for all time in the Land of Always Night. To those
who chose Svartalfheim, Odin also gave the magical mastery of metalworking - a gift denied to those who chose to
remain Above, exposed to the harsh glare of sunlight
beneath a sky roof so high that none could hope to touch
it." Motsognir shuddered momentarily at the thought of
such unlimited open spaces. •As a final gift to those who
chose independence and metalworking skill, the All-father
changed our forms so that we would be well suited for our
new home - he shortened our stature so we could slip in
and out of small tunnels, gave us owllike eyes so we could
sec well in dim light, enlarged our ears so we could catch
the faintest sounds, and made our noses so keen we could
detect the slightest odors. Was ever a people more blessed?"
The old dwarf sighed contentedly.
"Still, those who chose to stay Above seem to be
content with their choice, too, or so their traders would
have us believe when we meet them Above at night from
time to time to exchange our metalwork for their game and
hides. It is hard to imagine how that could be so, but
perhaps it is because they know no better." Motsognir
pondered this thought for a moment before continuing.
"Yet it is good that they do not...or they might covet what
we possess, and kinfolk or not, Svartalfheim is for the
dwarves-and the dwarves alone! Few disturb us here, and
that is the way we like it. Nobody, not even the gods, tell
us what to.do ...and if someone wants something from us,
why, they have to ask for it most politely-cap in hand, so
to speak-and pay the price we demand. That is how it bas
always been and that is the way it always should be!" None
would have known from Motsognir's ringing voice that
the dwarf king was so near death as to be able to see the
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dim outline of Hel's Gate. But then this burst of energy
passed and he seemed to slump forward.
"Which is why I have chosen Durin as my successor,"
Motsognir stated quietly. "He will preserve and perpetuate
our honored traditions, and thus he will insure that the
dwarves remain independent and prosperous. Dvalin is a
fine dwarf, too -and none can ever forget that he is the one
who secured the secret of the runes for dwarfkind- but I
see him as too much the dreamer, too enchanted by change
just for the sake of doing something different, to have the
ultimate responsibility and authority for deciding the future of our race. Such attributes would make hima splendid
advisor, but the kingship requires greater stability. I am
sorry, Dvalin; I know you must be bitterly disappointed,
but it was my decision to make. I can only hope you will
give Durin as much support and loyalty as you have given
me." Motsognir cast a concerned glance at Dvalin, who
stood stiffly with his fists clenched and his lips set in a grim
line, then slowly scanned the faces of the rest of the
assemblagebefore smiling into Runa's tear- filled eyes.
"I must be going now, friends, for Hel's Gate is swinging wide to receive me. Grieve not, Runa, for when Isee
your dear mother I shall give her your love." With a final
sigh, Motsognir's shade slipped away from among them,
leaving behind it a maelstrom of seething emotions - grief
and rdief, triumph and rage.
"I won't have it! I tell you, Thekk, I just won't have it.
Was I Motsognir'schoice or wasn't I?" demanded Durio in
a loud voice.
"Of course you were, your majesty," replied the chief
councillor soothingly.
"Well, you would never know it the way Dvalin struts
about, followed by his admirers. No, don't bother trying
to deny it," Durin raised his hand as Thekk seemed about
to speak. "Dvalin does have a large group of followers who
were not pleased with Motsognir's choice. I suspect that
even Runa would have preferred Dvalin ... which is probably why she journeyed to Asgard to join the Sisterhood
of Norns. That way she would not have to be disloyal to
the memory of her father.•
Thekk stared at his toes. "I'm afraid your majesty may
be right." Then the chief councillor looked up. "But I hope
your majesty knows he can count on my loyalty?"
"I have never doubted your loyalty to Motsognir or to
his chosen successor, Thekk, though I must confess I am
beginning to grow suspicious of nearly everyone else."
Durio sighed discontentedly.
"Then your majesty is going to have to do something
at once," responded Thekk. "Svartalfheim cannot have two
rulers ... in fact, or in appearance."
"Well, I'm certainly not going to hand the crown over
to Dvalin; you can be sure of that. If Motsognir had thought
him to be the best choice, he would have named Dvalin
king to begin with. No, that's no answer. And trying to
reason with Dvalin to gain his cooperation has proven to
be utterly useless so far.• Durin threw up his hands in
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exasperation.
Slumping back in his throne, the dwarf king tented his
fingers and pressed them against his chin. "Well, I suppose
I would be within my rights to execute him for treason ... "
At that declaration, a loud gasp was heard and a pretty
female dwarf emerged from the tapestries behind the
throne. She flung herself at the feet of the amazed king and
open-mouthed councillor as she gasped out, "Oh, my
. brother, surely you could not be so heartless! I know you
are unhappy because Dvalin is so well liked, and he won't
bow and scrape to you, but I can't believe you would have
him killed for that."
"Dear Brunni, if you've eavesdropped for more than
just a moment you'll realize that you're judging me unfairly. Still," Durin paused with a puzzled expression on
his face, "I don't understand why my own sister should be
such a staunch supporter of Dvalin.•
Brunni tossed her head of rich brown hair and proudly,
almost defiantly, declared, "Because I love him."
Durin clapped his hands over his ears and groaned
aloud. "That does it. Now he has even turned my own sister
against me." He leaped up from his throne and glared at
Brunni. "Listen to me, and listen well. For your sake -and
because I don't relish making Dvalin a martyr- I will spare
his life. But," said Durio, raising a silencing hand to cut off
his sister's cry of relief and gratitude, "he cannot remain in
Svartalfheim to continue undermining my authority.
Thekk, draw up the proclamation of banishment at once."
As Brunni's eyes grew wide with horror, Durio continued, "While I would like nothing better than to have
Dvalin discover on his own what life without Svartalfheim
will be like, I don't wish to have his followers stirring up
trouble after he is gone... so all who wish to follow him
into exile may leave Svartalfheim forever. I ask only that
they leave their women and children here until a safe new
home has been built for them." Of course, thought Durin
to himself, that could well take several years, time enough
-perhaps- for Brunni to come to her senses and forget
Dvalin.
Quaffing ale and swapping stories with "good old
Dvalin" was one thing; leaving wife and child for several
years to venture into the unknown, far from their familiar
and beloved Svartalfheim, was quite another. In the end,
fewer than two dozen dwarves chose to accompany Dvalin
into exile.
Many a tear was shed and many a longing look was cast,
the evening that Dvalin's band took leave of their loved
ones and departed from their mountain home. Brunni
clung desperately to Dvalin until he gently freed himself
from her grasp and assumed his position at the head of the
column. He had promised to send for her once the new
dwarf homelandwas established-its caverns hollowed and
tunnels dug-but when you are young (for a dwarf) and in
love, a separation of several years seems forever and such a
promise is hollow comfort, indeed. Thus it was that just a
few nights later a shadowy figure, wearing a hooded cloak

and carrying a backpack stuffed with food and other necessities, slipped unseen through an unguarded tunnel and
-without casting so much as a single regretful backward
glance- moved swiftly down the boulder-strewn. slope
toward Svarinshaug, the huge barrow mound Brunru knew
the refugees planned to use as a way-station before continuing their journey.
So intent was the dwarf-maid on reaching Svarinshaug
and her lover's arms that she failed to pay anention to all
of her senses ... and thus did not detect the rank odor of troll

until what had appeared to be a huge boulder along the trail
reached out a long, hairy arm and plucked Brunni off her
feet and into the air.
"Well, well, well ... and what have we here? Another of
those pesky thumblings, I should think," rasped the tro~'s
harsh voice. "Only this one hasn't gotten away from us like
the others, has it? Oh, no, indeed it hasn't."
"Here, now Ogmund," snarled another large "boulder"
as it detached itself from the mountainside and reached out
a grasping hand for Brunni, "let me have it, won't yo~? It
was my big toe nearly got chopped off by one of them little
axes when we tried to grab us a couple thumblings down
by the barrow mound last night. I guess I owe something
for my toe, I do, so let me have this one.• ~ hand fixed
on Brunni's cloak and he pulled her toward him.
Ogmund glowered and tugged in the opposite direction. With a loud rip, the cloak tore into two pieces and
Brunni fell to the ground with a thump. Unfortunately for
the dwarf-maid, the fall stunned her long enough for Ogmund to grab her again before she could scramble away.
"See here, Kor," declared Ogmund, •if we fight over
her, she might get away. Let's decide together what to do
with her."
"That's a good idea, Ogmund," agreed his companion,
"my sore toe was just making me greedy for revenge. What
shall we do, tear her in half and eat her?"

"No-o-o,• drawled Ogmund. "We just split that deer
between us and rm not the least bit hungry. Let's do
something different, something that will teach the other
thumblings a lesson.•
"Sounds good to me," responded Kor enthusiastically,
"you got an idea?"
"You know what happens to trolls who are struck by
sunlight, don't you?" queried Ogmund.
"Sure do," Kor shuddered. "They tum to stone."
"Well,• grinned Ogmund, •rve beard that ~e ~~e
thing happens to tbumblings, on account of their living
underground like us. Why don't we tie this 'one down
somewhere and find out what sunlight does to her? If we
put her down by the river just before dawn, won't that be
a nasty little surprise for the others to find when they come
there to get water tomorrow night?"
"It will be if it works," muttered Kor. "What if nothing
happens to her when the sun comes up?"
"Can you imagine the wolves or the eaglesletting a t.asty
little morsel like this stay uneaten all day? Oh, no, fnend
Kor her doom is sealed any way you look at it." And
Ogmund chuckled gleefully, very much pleased with himself.
Shortly before dawn, Dvalin had been wandering -bow
in hand- in search of game in the alder thickets near the
river when his keen cars detected what sounded like pitiful
sobbing. Suspecting that it might be a ruse by those pesky
trolls his band had barely escaped the other night, Dvalin
approached the source of the sobs with ~ his senses al~rt.
He was also mindful that dawn was rapidly approaching
and that it must not find him very far from the barrow
mound. Although his hooded cloak would give him some
protection, he knew he dare not turn his face toward the
naked sun. Although the sun's rays would not tum dwarves to stone-as it would trolls-it assuredly would render a
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dwarf permanently blind, another facet of Father Odin's
"gift." When the ancestral Dark Elves had agreed to forego
the light of the sun, they had, indeed, relinquished it
forever.
At the edge of the alder thicket, Dvalin paused. Extending thence to the river's edge was a broad meadow. In the
center of the meadow, a tall sapling had been stripped of

its limbs and driven as deep into the turf as a powerful pair
of troll arms could manage. At the base of the crude pole,
a writhing white object appeared to be the source of the
sobs. Even though the sky was becoming lighter, Dvalin's
curiosity drew him ever closer until, to his horror, he
recognized a naked Brunni bound hand and foot to the pole
in such a way that she faced eastward. A quick glance at the
horizon confirmed her imminent peril from the rising sun,
and Dvalin dashed across the remaining space to cut her
loose and try to find some shelter in the alder thicket for
both of them before it was too late.
"Oh, Dvalin, you've come, you've come," Brunni
cried.
"No time to talk now," Dvalin grunted as he sawed at
the heavy bindings the trolls had used. "I've got to get you
out of here before the sun comes up."
One by one the cords parted, and it seemed as if victory
were almost in their grasp. Then - just as the last cord fell
away and Brunni was free to stumble along on her numb,
chafed legs - the hunting cry of a king eagle, largest and
most ferocious of the birds of prey, shattered the eastern
sky and froze the hearts of the two dwarves with terror.
Dvalin realized at once that they could never reach the
cover of the alders before the king eagle seized one of them,
yet if they stayed to fight, the rising sun would blind them
both.
In almost a single motion, Dvalin whipped the hooded
cloak from his shoulders and pulled it over Brunni's,
Forcing her to the ground with her now hooded head
turned away from the sun -and admonishing her not to
move for any reason- Dvalin cocked an arrow to his
bowstring. Hearing the triumphant scream of the king
eagle as it started to dive toward its prey, and knowing that
the bird would attack with the sun at its back, Dvalin
turned to face his enemy- to gain one glimpse of it with his
last sight. There it was... and coming incredibly fast! Yet
the afterimage of that one last vision was burned on his
brain, and when he drew back his bowstring and loosed his
arrow it was as if he saw the bird still. With the arrow,
Dvalin also loosed a frightful cry, "Odin-n- n-nl" But
whether that cry was meant as a prayer of supplication or
as a curse, none ever knew save Dvalin.
The shot was true and, although the tumbling body of
the king eagle struck Dvalin and knocked him asprawling
over Brunni, the bird was dead before it ever touched the
ground.
Dvalin gained much honor that day ... as well as the
nickname Solblindi, which he was to carry the rest of his
life. When night fell, he and Brunni returned to the barrow
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mound where they were married at once, dwarf-style. His
band remained in Svarinshaug for only a short while before
moving on to the brooding mountain called Aurvanger,
which sits by itself in the middle of J oru Plain. In time,
after Dvalin's followers revisited Svartalfheim to reclaim
their families and bring them back to Aurvanger, the tale
of Brunni's.rescue and Dvalin's sacrifice became common
knowledge ... and from that time on the sun was known
among dwarvish folk as "Dvalin's Doom."

THE FIRST KING OF THE

ISLAND
by ErinLale
Out of the north came a bitter wind,
And with it long, long ships.
Out of the north with a frosty cry,
Pale gold sailors slipped.
Captain Baldaf then descried
An island fair and green.
Shouting "Take 'er, lads, for our golden Northman queen!"
Into the northwest bay he sailed,
set anchor in the calm, calm sea,
And led a force of niney men to plunder for his
Northman queen.
No jewels he found,
No coinage round,
No silks nor spice nor native crowns,
And only the flitting of soft, soft feet
Told him of men he would never meet.
Undaunted still he pitched his tent
And slept beneath the stars.
Only the wise old Moon could guess
He would nevermore sail afar.
The moon has risen a thousand times, and still
Baltlaf is here,
For he will never be wholly gone as long as heirs
appear.

